96             WITH AN IMMORTAL
"All thanks to Zeus and thee, my gentle swain, That I am free, unfettered once again!" Her voice, in its melodious fall and rise, Seemed blended of all songs of Paradise, Aad yet methought my dullard sense could hear A foreign accent in its music clear.
" What ruffians base, to every virtue blind, Have dared such matchless charms with bonds to
bind ?"
I cried, my bosom swelling high with rage. " Tell me their names, that with them I may wage A battle to the death with this my blade."
" They are the Asters," said the beauteous maid. " Some fifty years ago, ah, weary me I They bound me with the hateful thong you see, Which bears " Incomprehensibility " Along its snakish folds, and tied this horn, Marked " Turgid Twaddle," tool of hateful scorn, Upon my mouth, and led me forth to sing, Through cities, towns, and hamlets wandering.
"Where'er this sad, mishandled form appeared, All fled at my approach, or mocked and jeered. No wonder!   Thou hast heard the nonsense vile Which issued from the horrid tool erewhile. All fled from me as from a thing absurd, From me, upon whose every smallest word The nations hung in silent ecstasy, In those old days when all men worshipped me."